ACT ONE 



INT. FANCY HOTEL HALL — NIGHT 

High ceiling, chandelier, big leather couches. The piano 
man is playing a smooth, slow jazz in the corner. Well 
dressed men and women all around, checking in, calling 
cabs, checking out, having drinks in the lobby bar. 
Fancy place. 

A man in a black suit crosses the hall. This is TODD, 
tall, well built. We follow him. Confident, he strolls 
past the reception, straight to the elevators. Presses 
the up button and waits. We don't see his face. The door 
opens and we follow him inside. 

INT. ELEVATOR — CONTINUOUS 

Still watching him from behind, we wait for the elevator 
to make it. One. Two. Three. Fourth floor. Here we go. 

INT. HOTEL CORRIDOR — CONTINUOUS 

Walking, walking, walking. Stop. Three knocks on the 
door . 

DEEP VOICE (0. S . ) 

It's open . 

We 're in . 

INT. LARGEST HOTEL ROOM THERE EVER WAS — CONTINUOUS 

Todd steps inside the ridiculously spacious room. Spread 
though it is your standard "James Bond villain kit": 
Champagne in an ice bucket, two gorgeous ladies in 
dresses lying on opposite couches, cigar burning in an 
ashtray; everything here screams "I am rich and mean". 
There is also a big GIFT BOX in the coffee table. 

Facing a large window on the other side of the room is 
DON MORELO, white hair, black suit, golden whisky glass 
in his hand. 

DON 

I once ate a baby ostrich. 

He says that without turning his head. Todd walks a 
little closer to him, standing between the two gorgeous 
ladies. Now we see him: He's attractive, rich-looking. 
Would blend in nicely at Wall Street. 

TODD 

What? 

DON 

I was in Dubai. I called the owner 
of this restaurant and specifically 
asked to be served a baby ostrich. 
(MORE) 
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DON (CONT'D) 
They had regular ostrich meat on 
the menu, but I insisted it had to 
be from a baby. I don't know why I 
did that. 

TODD 

That ' s . . . Well . . . 

DON 

So, the next day, they called me 
and said they had the baby ostrich 
ready, and they asked me if I still 
wanted it. 

(beat) 

That night I invited a lovely lady 
to dinner. We had drinks, we 
talked, I ordered a fine wine, 
and... We ate the baby ostrich. 

TODD 

Was... Was it good? 

DON 

Have you ever seen a baby ostrich, 
Todd? 

TODD 

No, I don't think so. 

DON 

I never had too. Until today. 

DON turns around. His eyes are red, teary. He is crying. 
His non-whisky hand is carrying a tablet. On full 
screen, the picture of a really cute baby ostrich. 

DON (CONT'D) 
They are the cutest things ever, 
Todd. Look at it. 

He walks towards Todd, still showing the ostrich. 

DON (CONT'D) 
I will never forgive myself. 

He stares at Todd, who looks clearly uncomfortable. For 
a while, nobody says anything. 

DON (CONT'D) 
I have another job for you. 

TODD 

Ok. 

DON 

Drug related. 



TODD 

All right. 
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DON 

Meet the client at Fugazza's. Ten 
o'clock. All in black and wearing a 
fedora. Black fedora. 

TODD 

Got it. 

Don sits on one of the couches, putting the girl's legs 
in his lap. 

DON 

Shouldn't be much of a problem. 
TODD 

Ok. Anything else, sir? 
Don points at the gift box on top of the table. 

DON 

Yes. Take this to Mr. Jenkins. Tell 
him we appreciate his trust and we 
hope we can do business again, soon. 

Todd picks up the box. 

DON (CONT'D) 
(to the girl lying 
on his couch) 
Will you stick your finger in my 
asshole? 

Todd, now holding the gift box, looks at the scene, 
unconf ortable . 

TODD 

Uh... Should I leave, sir? 
Don turns to look at him. 

DON 

Yes, Todd. You can leave. 
Todd turns around and leaves the room, back into the... 
INT. HOTEL CORRIDOR — CONTINUOUS 

Todd closes the door behind him, standing still for a 
moment. He looks down at the gift box, and, unable to 
resist himself, opens the box. 

There is a male human head inside. 

TODD 
Jesus Christ. 



END OF ACT ONE 
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ACT TWO 

INT. PETER'S LIVING ROOM — MORNING 

PETER FORD's face is like the ballsack of an old, 
married man: round, wobbly and in need of a shave. The 
rest of his body is also a bit too round and wobbly, 
especially considering it's only 27 years old. 

Anyway, it's 5:59 AM and our Peter boy is watching 70 's 
pornography in his shitty flat tube TV. He's not 
masturbating, just eating granola bars and drinking warm 
coke. Next to him, an alarm starts playing You Are My 
Sunshine. Peter stares at it for a good five seconds 
before reacting. 

PETER 

Shut up. 
INT. ALP AD AGENCY — MORNING 

Your standard "cubicles-computers-water-cooler" office. 
Young people walking by, talking, typing. In the corner, 
on a small cubicle, Peter eats a doughnut. Taped to the 
wall of his cubicle, next to a calendar and a couple of 
old movie posters, an A4 sheet of paper with a Clipart 
image of a cake and the phrase "Happy Birthday Peter!". 

A young man stops at Peter's cubicle. Blond and strong. 
This is CHAD. 

CHAD 

Hey Peter, what's up? My Firefox is 
doing that shit again. 

PETER 

(with his mouth full) 
Yeah, I'll check it in a second, 
I ' m just . . . 

CHAD 

Come on, what are you doing? Eating 
a doughnut. Go check it out. 

Peter swallows. 

PETER 

I told you. It's those toolbars. 
You can't just brush through 
license agreements, or you get 
adware and. . . 

CHAD 

Yeah, yeah, yeah. Just make it 
work, ok? 

Chad notices the Happy Birthday sign. 
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CHAD (CONT'D) 
Hey, I didn't know it was your 
birthday . 

PETER 
Yeah, well . . . 

CHAD 

Cool card. Who gave it to you? 

PETER 
(embarrassed) 
No one, I... I made it myself. I 
thought maybe if people saw it they 
would want to do something, 
celebrate... You know, drinks or... 

But Chad is not listening anymore. AnOTHER DUDE, waking 
by the cubicle, has his attention: 

OTHER DUDE 
Hey man, we're still on for 
tonight, right? 

CHAD 

Yeah, definitely! I'll text you the 
address . 

The dude goes on his way. 

PETER 

You guys are... You guys are going 
out tonight? 

CHAD 

What? No, it's nothing, really... 
Hey, when you finish that doughnut, 
come by my office and check that 
Firefox thing. Happy birthday, man! 

He walks away. Peter looks down at his doughnut. The 
chocolate filling drips and falls over his keyboard. 
Helpless, Peter just stares at the mess. 

INT. ALP'S BATHROOM — LATER 

A LOUD SNORE. Peter is sleeping on the toilet, his mouth 
open, a little saliva dripping from it. There's a knock 
on the door. Slow and gentle at first; stronger the 
second time. 

PETER 

(waking up, startled) 

What? 

KAREN (O.S.) 

Hello? 



PETER 

Oh, Oh... I'll... I'll be right out. 
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Peter turns on the water in the sink, pretending to be 
washing his hands to whoever is outside, then turns it 
off again. He steps off back into... 

INT. ALP AD AGENCY — CONTINUOUS 

KAREN is blonde, gorgeous and waiting to use the 
bathroom. Let's give her the sexy age of 24. 

KAREN 

Hey, Pete! What, did you have 
Mexican food last night? 

PETER 

Oh, hey, Karen. Sorry I was... 
KAREN 

It's ok. I just hope you didn't 
stink the place up. 

PETER 

No worse than you're about to. 

They laugh. Despite looking like someone who'd choke at 
the mere sight of a pretty girl, Peter is very 
comfortable with Karen. We'll get into that later, hold 
your horses and stay with me for now. 

KAREN 

Hey, listen, before I forget, 
there's this thing on early twenty 
century fashion. It's kind of like 
an exhibit. Or an exposition. I 
don't know, but it sounds really 
cool. It's Saturday. You wanna come 
with me? 

PETER 

What? Huh... Yeah, yeah, sure. That 
sounds... Boring and pathetic. Sure. 

KAREN 
(laughing) 
Great! And hey... Before you think 
I forgot... Happy birthday! 

Karen gives him a peck on the cheek and walks inside the 
bathroom, leaving Peter alone with his newly acquired 
silly smile. 

INT. PETER'S LIVING ROOM — NIGHT 

Peter is walking around his mess of a living room with 
the phone in his ear. The line dials. Dials. Dia -- 

WOMAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
Thompson Electronics and Games, 
where fun is always number one, how 
may I help you? 
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PETER 

Hi, I was wondering... Do you still 
have the Playstation four? 

WOMAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 

Yes, sir. 

PETER 

And... The price? Is it still... 

WOMAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
Four-ninety-nine, same as last time. 

PETER 

Oh, I see... It's still... Well, if 
the price goes down, will you give 
me a call? 

WOMAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
Yes, Peter, we will. 

PETER 

I . . . Oh, hi Meryl . 

WOMAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 

Hey there. 

PETER 

So... Ok, let me know. Bye, bye. 

Peter hangs up. He's standing by his window now. Peeking 
outside, he notices a neon light in front of a bar. 
FUGAZZA'S. It looks nice enough. People walking in and 
outside, talking loudly, looking happy. Peter looks from 
the bar to his living room, biting his lips. He looks at 
the bar again. 

CUT TO: 

INT. FUGAZZA'S BAR — MOMENTS LATER 

Fugazza's is like a cheap hooker's memory: crowded, 
poorly lit and smoky. Peter makes way through the crowd, 
wearing black. Black pants, black shirt and a BLACK 
FEDORA. He's reading from his cell phone. 

INSERT 

On his cell phone screen, A website entitled "How to 
Talk To Girls". Peter scrolls down a little and it 
reads: "Be Funny - Make Jokes about Yourself". 

BACK TO SCENE 

There's a PRETTY GIRL at the bar, drinking alone. Peter 
takes a deep breath. Here he goes. 

PETER 

Hey there. I'm broke and I have no 
friends . 



PRETTY GIRL 

Huh. . . What? 
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PETER 

I make like, close to zero dollars 
an hour. And I live in a shitty 
apartment. I kind of hate myself. 
Haha . 

PRETTY GIRL 

Okeeeey . 

PETER 

Can I buy you a drink? 

PRETTY GIRL 
Huh, no thanks, I'm good. 

PETER 

Ok. Sorry, I was just making a 
joke. I'm not really good at this, 
so 

• ■ friends of the Pretty Girl arrive, and she gets up 
and greets them, leaving Peter talking to himself. 
Defeated, Peter also gets up and heads towards a table 
nearby. Just as he's sitting, a waitress approaches. 

WAITRESS 
Can I get you anything? 

PETER 

Yeah, I'll have... Some fries. 
Whatever. And a beer. 

WAITRESS 

Ok. 

PETER 

Hey, can I ask you something 
WAITRESS 

Yeah, sure? 

PETER 

What do you think about me? 

WAITRESS 
What... What do you mean? 

PETER 

I mean, look at me. Do you think 
I'm a nice guy? successful? Like, 
if one of your girlfriends 
introduced me as her fiancee, what 
would you first thought be? 

WAITRESS 

I . . . 
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PETER 

Please, be honest. What sort of 
impression do I make? 

WAITRESS 
Huh... You're kind of a loser. 

Peter nods, smiling sadly. 

WAITRESS (CONT'D) 
But, I mean... Right? Like, playing 
League of Legends all day, watching 
porn, nervous around girls? 
Probably works in IT. 

PETER 
Yeah, thanks . . . 

WAITRESS 
Probably a virgin, too. 

PETER 

That's enough. Thank you. 

WAITRESS 

But that doesn't mean that's who 
you are, right? You could be 
anything. Just cause you look like 
a nerd doesn't mean you are one. 
Right? 

PETER 

Yeah. Just go get my fries. 

The waitress shrugs and leaves, leaving Peter to looking 
around at all the happy people and feel sorry for 
himself . 

That is, until a WHITE HAIRED MAN in a grey suit sits in 
front of him, dumping a black suitcase on the table. He 
pushes the suitcase in Peter's direction. 

WHITE HAIRED MAN 

Here it is. 

PETER 

What? 

WHITE HAIRED MAN 
There's half in there. The other 
half's after, right? 

PETER 

I . . . What? 

The man digs out an OLD NOKIA PHONE and puts it on the 
table . 



10. 



WHITE HAIRED MAN 
And here's the phone, like your 
boss said. I just bought it. Never 
been used. Got one for me too. 

PETER 

Who the hell are you? What the hell 
are you talking about? 

WHITE HAIRED MAN 
Get it done by Monday, all right? 
Then call me to get the other half. 

PETER 

Sir, I think you have me confused 
with . . . 

The waitress arrives, placing Peter's beer in front of 
him. . . 

WAITRESS 

Here you go. 

...and turning to face the White Haired Man. 

WAITRESS (CONT'D) 
And you sir, can I get you anything? 

WHITE HAIRED MAN 
No, I was just leaving. 

The man gets up and, with one final look into Peter's 
eyes, turns around to leave. 

PETER 

Sir! Sir! 

Too late, the man is gone. 

WAITRESS 
You gonna want cheese and bacon 
with your fries? 

Peter looks from the waitress to the suitcase in his 
table, then back at the waitress. 

PETER 
Yeah, whatever. 

INT. PETER'S LIVING ROOM — LATER 

Carrying the black suitcase and a doggy bag with the 
rest of his fries, Peter's back home. He puts the 
suitcase on his coffee table, sits down on the couch 
and, just as he's about to open it, his phone rings. 



Hello? 



PETER 



Peter? 



KAREN 



(O.S. ) 
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PETER 
( smiling) 
Hey, Karen! 

KAREN (O.S.) 
Hey, how are you? 

PETER 

I'm... Yeah... How are you? 

KAREN (O.S.) 
I'm fine! Listen, I barely had the 
chance to wish you happy birthday 
today . 

PETER 

No, you did. Right before you took 
that huge dump, remember? 

KAREN (O.S.) 
Haha, very funny. Anyway, I'm 
calling to wish you a proper happy 
birthday . 

PETER 

Thanks Karen, that's sweet. 

KAREN (O.S.) 
And, you know, to remind you that 
you're getting old and fat. 

PETER 

Thanks, that means a lot. 

As he's talking to Karen, Peter's eating some fries and 
clumsily trying to get the suitcase opened. 

KAREN (O.S.) 
But, in all seriousness, happy 
birthday Peter. You're a really 
special guy, and I care for you a 
lot. 

PETER 

Thanks Karen, really means a lot. 

KAREN (O.S.) 
And, you know. . . Be happy. 

PETER 

I'm trying, I really am. 

KAREN (O.S.) 
I hope you are. 
(beat) 

Hey, are we still on for Saturday 
night? 
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Peter is a little bit distracted, trying to open the 
damn suitcase. 

PETER 

What? 

KAREN (O.S.) 
The fashion exhibit. Early twenty 
century outfits, remember? 

PETER 

Oh, that! Yeah, yeah, absolutely! 
Let's go, I'm exited. 

KAREN (O.S.) 
Good. Cause I don't wanna go alone, 
there. It's supposed to be really 
cool, there's, like, a bunch of 
gangster outfits, trench coats and 
stuff. I heard there... 

«<l I l»> 

But Peter just managed to get the suitcase opened, and 
is no longer listening. The suitcase contains a small, 
brown folder and five thousand dollars in cash. 

PETER 

Holy. . . 

KAREN (O.S.) 

Peter? 

PETER 

I... Karen, I gotta go. 

KAREN (O.S.) 
What? Is everything all right? 

PETER 

It's... What? No... Everything is 
fine . 

KAREN (O.S.) 
Really? You don't sound fine. 

PETER 

No, no. Really. It's just... I need 
to use the bathroom. 

KAREN (O.S.) 
(laughing a little) 
Oh, that... Ok, good luck. See you 
tomorrow . 

PETER 
Yeah, yeah . . . 

Slowly, Peter hangs up the phone and looks at the scene 
in front of him. He's clearly disturbed, and, slowly, 



picks up the brown folder and pulls it's content from 
inside . 

It contains several photographs of a man in his fifties 
bald, kind of fat. It also contains a piece of paper 
with all kinds of information on the guy. Name: Edgar 
Francis Jones. Age: 55. Address: Blah, blah, blah. Work 
Address: Blah, blah, blah. Etc. 

Just as Peter is trying to process all this, the Old 
Nokia phone beeps. 

Scared and slowly, Peter leans forward and takes the 
phone. One new message. He opens the message. 

It reads: "No need to make it look like an accident. 
Just get it done by Monday." 

Peter places the phone back on the table and leans back 
on the couch, clearly disturbed. Distracted, he looks a 
the TV, where muted seventies porn is playing. 



END OF ACT TWO 



ACT THREE 



INT. BIGGEST HOTEL ROOM THERE EVER WAS — NIGHT 

Don is sitting in the couch, watching a documentary 
about ostriches, when Todd walks in, all dressed in 
black, from feet to fedora hat. He looks a little 
distressed . 

TODD 

Mr. Morelo, sir. 

Don raises his index finger, signaling Todd to wait. 
He's really into the documentary. 

DON 

So much regret... 

All right, commercial break kicks in. Don turns to Todd 

DON (CONT'D) 
What is it, Todd? 

TODD 

There was no one there. 
DON 

Where? 

TODD 

In Fugazza's. I went there. I 
waited, all dressed in black. In 
this ridiculous fedora hat. But no 
one came . 

He removes the fedora and throws it on the coffee table 
Don looks at him, thinking. 

DON 

One second. 

He takes his phone out and dials a number. 

DON (CONT'D) 
Hello? Yes, this is Morelo. Yes. 
Did you, now? I see. Yes, of 
course. Exactly. Ok then, bye. 

He hangs up the phone and stares into nothing. 

TODD 

Well? What's going on? Did he bail? 
DON 

No, he didn't bail. 
Don gets up and faces Todd. 



DON (CONT'D) 
But you have a new job. 
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INT. ART GALLERY — AFTERNOON 

Long, white halls. Here and there, an outfit in display: 
brown trench coats, long skirts, underwear, both male 
and female, from the 20 's and 30 's. 

Peter and Karen walk side by side. Peter looks 
distracted. Karen is having an ice cream. 

KAREN 

...and then I met her husband, and 
you wouldn't believe this guy... 
Remember how we used to talk about 
how she'd end up marrying a loser 
and living on a trail -- Are you 
listening, Pete? 

Peter is not listening. 

PETER 

What? I'm sorry... What? 
KAREN 

Are you all right? I'm here talking 
shit about Denise, which is your 
favorite conversation topic since, 
I don't know, the fifth grade? 

PETER 

Sixth. Denise didn't join the 
school until the sixth grade. 

KAREN 

Whatever. And it feels like you 
aren't even listening to me! 

PETER 

No, no, I am. I'm sorry, it's 
just... I'm distracted, that's all. 
But you're right, I'm here now. So, 
how about these? They look like 
adult diapers. 

He points at some old female underwear in display next 
to them. 

KAREN 

Shut up, it's fascinating. 

PETER 
Yeah, I ' m sure . 

They keep walking. 

KAREN 

So, anyway, this guy she's married 
to, you wouldn't believe him. I 
mean, the man smelled like stale 
beer, for Christ's sake. 

(MORE) 
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KAREN (CONT'D) 
And then she asked me if I_ was 
married, and when I told her I 
wasn't, she was like "oh, it's ok, 
hang in there". Hang in there? 
(beat) 

Ugh, I could just kill her. 

Peter is caught of guard by this. 

PETER 
You could. . . What? 

KAREN 

Kill her... Peter, what's wrong? 
PETER 

I... Noth... Listen... Let's sit 
down . 

He takes her by the shoulder and they both sit at a 
nearby bench. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
There's something I have to tell 
you. Something that's... Something 
important . 

KAREN 

Oh. . . 

PETER 

The thing is... Last night, I was 
at this bar. . . And. . . 

KAREN 

Can I just go first? Please? I have 
something important to tell you too. 

PETER 

What? I... Sure, sure, what...? 
KAREN 

Chad is going to ask me to marry 
him ! 

For a second, it looks like Peter forgot all about the 
money and the suitcase. He just looks thunderstruck, 
like he was hit by a train. 

PETER 

What? 

KAREN 

Yeah. His sister told me, she made 
me swear not to tell him, or 
anyone. He bought the ring already, 
and it ' s huge ! 



PETER 

I . . . What are you going to say? 
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KAREN 

I'm going to say yes, of course! 
Oh, Peter, it's going to me so 
great. And the wedding, it's going 
to be so much fun planning it. 
(beat) 

But anyway, it hasn't happened yet, 
so let's not get too excited. What 
were you going to tell me? 

Peter completely lost his train of though. 

PETER 

1 t s ■ ■ ■ 

about to lose it even more, because at this 

behind Karen, EDGAR FRANCIS JONES (you know, the 
the suitcase pictures) passes by, looking at some 
displays, heading for the exit. 

KAREN 

Pete? 

PETER 

I... Can you hang on a second, 
Karen? 

He gets up. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
Actually, I think I need to go, I 
don't feel so well. 

KAREN 

But . . . 

PETER 

You can stay, I ' 11 catch a bus or 
something . 

Peter doesn't wait for her to answer, but walks away, 
heading towards the exit, following Edgar. 

EXT. STREET — CONTINUOUS 

Peter steps outside the art gallery and into the street. 
He looks around and, soon enough, spots Edgar on the 
opposite sidewalk. 

Peter crosses the street after him, keeping his 
distance. Edgar turns a corner and, suddenly, stops by 
the sidewalk and just stands. 

Peter stops nearby, not really sure of what to do. Edgar 
looks at him. Peter, hands in his pocket, trying to act 
casual, returns the look and nods. Edgar approaches him. 
Oh fuck. 



And is 
moment , 
guy in 
nearby 
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EDGAR 

Hey. 

PETER 
What? No, I wasn't! 

EDGAR 

What? 

PETER 
Nothing. What's up? 

Edgar takes a cigarette pack from his pocket. 

EDGAR 

Do you have a light? 

PETER 

Oh... No, sorry, I don't smoke. 
EDGAR 

Ok, thanks. 

A black car pulls by the sidewalk, right next to them. 
Edgar opens the back door and steps inside the car. 
Peter catches a glimpse of a brown paper back exchanging 
hands inside the car before it takes off. 

Peter, hands in his pocket, watches as the car 
disappears in traffic. 

INT. ALP AD AGENCY — MORNING 

Back in his cubicle, Peter is browsing his computer for 
the new Playstation. He checks the prices, scrolls down, 
then back up, checks the features. Hoovers the mouse 
over the "add to cart" button. You just know he's 
wondering "what if". But, before he can make up his 
mind, he's interrupted. By Chad. 

CHAD 
Hey, everyone! 

Chad is standing in the middle of the office, getting 
everyone's attention. 

CHAD (CONT'D) 
I have an announcement to make. As 
you all know, me and Karen have 
been kind of a thing for a while 
now. Come here, honey! 

He waves Karen over, and, pretending to be embarrassed, 
she steps up beside him. 

CHAD (CONT'D) 
Well, last night... I made a 
commitment. To Karen and, most 
importantly, to myself. 



Silence. Suspense. 



CHAD (CONT'D) 
So... Without further delay... 

He takes Karen's arm and, a little aggressively, holds 
her hand in the air, for everyone to see the ring. It 
is, indeed, huge. 

CHAD (CONT'D) 
Yes! We are getting married! 

Everyone claps and cheers. Chad and Karen kiss. From hi 
sad, little cubicle, Peter looks really miserable. 

CHAD (CONT'D) 
(trying to silence 
everyone ) 

Also, also... I'd like to take the 
opportunity to thank Eric, our most 
beloved boss. 

He points at Eric, an older man standing nearby in a 
suit . 

CHAD (CONT'D) 
Because good news rarely comes 
alone, and because I'm sure as hell 
gonna need the money to pay for 
this damn wedding, Eric decided to 
promote me to Media Director! 

More cheers. Eric steps in and shakes Chad's hand, 
patting him on the back. 

Back at his cubicle, Peter looks away from the cheering 
and the back patting and returns to his computer. Again 
the mouse hovers over the "add to cart" button. He 
clicks it. Item bought. 

INT. FANCY HOTEL RESTAURANT — NIGHT 

Don and Todd are sitting across from each other, on a 
table in the corner of the restaurant. Nice, 
expensive-looking place. The kind of place you don't 
order the lobster without asking the price first, no 
matter what your last name is. They are both eating 
steaks . 

The waiter approaches and fills their wine glasses. 

DON 

There is a town, in southern 
Brazil, where every time a woman is 
disrespectful to her man, they cut 
of a small limb from them. A toe, 
maybe a finger. And they store it 
in formaldehyde. 

(MORE) 
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DON (CONT'D) 
Then, in June, at the winter 
solstice, they gather all the 
limbs, and the blood that was 
spilled when removing them, and 
they give it to the bravest man in 
the city. He climbs a nearby 
mountain, all by himself, carrying 
gallons of blood and jars of 
fingers and toes. And then, at 
night, he gets into an old, twin 
engined airplane, takes off... And 
drops everything back to the city. 
And so, exactly at midnight, it 
rains toes and fingers and blood 
over the heads of every women, men 
and children in the city, as a 
reminder of what happens when a 
wife dishonors her husband, 
(beat) 

I know this city. . . Because I lived 
there . 

Don finishes the story and stares straight into Todd's 
eyes. Todd stares back, a little uncomfortable. 

TODD 

That's... That's not true, sir. 

DON 

It is . 

TODD 

No, it's... There's no town like 
that. That's not true. 

DON 

Yeah, well. Maybe. 

TODD 

It's definitely not true. I'm 
pretty sure. 

DON 

Huh. 

In the absence of anything else to do or say, Todd takes 
a sip from his wine. 

DON (CONT'D) 
(chewing) 

Did you find the man who stole your 
job and made a fool of you? 

TODD 

He didn't... He didn't make a fool 
of me. And no, I didn't find him 
yet. But I will. 
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DON 

You know our client is to know 
nothing of this, right? 

TODD 

Yes, yes. I won't... It'll be... 

DON 

It would be very awkward if he 
found out about what happened. And 
it would severely damage our... My 
reputation . 

TODD 

I told you, it's ok. I'm going to 
find him. It's. . . 

But the waiter is back, and Don isn't listening anymore. 
He turns to the waiter. 

DON 

Excuse me, I ordered the chef's 
steak. What is it, exactly? Is it 
kobe beef? It's exquisite. 

WAITER 

It's our ostrich steak, sir, cooked 
in a special grill, with our 
selection of spices and. . . 

Don raises his hand, his eyes wide, his mouth open. The 
waiter shuts up. 

Slowly, he turns his hand, open palm, back to himself, 
and covers his mouth as he turns back to look at Todd. 

DON 

I am a monster. 

Don gets up and, without a word, walks away from the 
table . 

WAITER 
(to Todd) 

Huh... Will there be anything else, 
sir? 

TODD 

Yeah... Do you have any devil's 
food cake? 

INT. PETER'S LIVING ROOM — NIGHT 

Peter is sitting in the couch. In front of him, in the 
coffee table, a very unique display of objects: The open 
suitcase, exposing the money inside; The pictures of 
Edgar, spread around; A purchase confirmation document, 
with a picture of the Playstation 4; The Nokia; A warm 
beer . 
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Peter points the remote at muted 70 's porn on the TV and 
changes the channel. The screen goes black, with a 
sentence across it: "Service Canceled - Please Call 
Customer Service". He tries another channel. Same thing. 
And another, and another. 



Annoyed, he gets his regular phone (not the Nokia) and 
dials . 



WOMAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
Comcast Cable Customer Service, how 
may I help you? 

PETER 

Hi, yes. I don't have cable. 

WOMAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
Would you like to hear our package 
offers? 



PETER 

What? No, no, I have cable. I just 
don't have it right now. It's down. 

WOMAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
I see. What are you experiencing, 
exactly, sir? What is on your 
screen right now? Static? 

PETER 

No, it's just... It's all black, 
and it says service canceled, 
please call customer service. 



WOMAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
All Right. Can I get your full 
name, please? 



PETER 
Peter James Henway. 



WOMAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
All right, just a second. 



While Peter is waiting, his Nokia vibrates and lights up 
on the coffee table. He notices it, but doesn't check it 
right away. 



WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D) 
Hello, Peter? 



PETER 
Yes , I'm here . 



WOMAN ' S VOICE (O.S.) 
It looks like we didn't receive 
your payment for the last three 
months. Are you aware of that? 



PETER 

Yeah... Oh, that... Ok. 
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WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S. ) 
Would you like to hear about our 
extended payment offers? We can... 

PETER 

No, listen... I... But it can't be 
that, because not all my channels 
are down. 

WOMAN ' S VOICE (O.S.) 
No? What channels are still 
working, Mr. Henway? 

Peter clicks the remote again and it's back to porn. 

PETER 

Huh... Channel seventy nine. 

WOMAN ' S VOICE (O.S.) 
Just a second, Mr. Peter. 

We hear typing from her end. Peter gets the Nokia from 
the table, finally. New text. Just as he's about to 
click READ the lady returns. 

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D) 
Ok, sir, what about now? 

Peter looks back at the TV just as the porn disappears, 
replaced by the same message in the other channels. 

PETER 
(sarcastically) 
Yeah... It's gone now, thanks. 

WOMAN ' S VOICE (O.S.) 
Is there anything else we can help 
you with, sir? 

Peter finally clicks READ, and the text shows up: "Is it 
done?" 

PETER 

Huh. . . What? 

WOMAN ' S VOICE (O.S.) 
Sir, would you be willing to stay 
in line for a quick, forty five 
question survey? 

PETER 
Yeah... Yeah, sure. 

Peter hangs up. He stares at the Nokia screen, silently. 
Then, suddenly, the phone starts ringing, startling 
Peter. He keeps looking at it for a while, wondering. 
Should he? 
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He should. 

PETER (CONT'D) 

Hello? 

MAN 1 S VOICE (0. S . ) 

Is it done? 

PETER 

What. . . Huh. . . Exactly. . . 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 

Is he dead? 

PETER 

Huh... Dead. No. Not dead. 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 

Why not? 

PETER 

I... Listen, you need to understand 
something . . . 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
No, you need to understand 
something. This is a service I've 
paid for. And it was due today. Why 
wasn't it done today and when will 
it be done? 

PETER 

Listen . . . 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
You take the money, you do the job. 

Peter looks at the money, then at the Playstation 
purchase confirmation. 

PETER 

Yes. Yes. It... I had a bit of a... 

There was a small delay. 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
When will it be done? 

PETER 

Huh... I'll... I'll get back to you. 

Peter hangs up, and turns the cell phone off. He throws 
the phone in the coffee table and sticks his face 
between his hands, sighing heavily. 



END OF ACT THREE 
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ACT FOUR 

INT. ALP AD AGENCY — MORNING 

In his cubicle, Peter is not even pretending to be 
functional. He's got his head resting over the computer 
keyboard. In front of his eyes, on the desk, the old 
Nokia. It buzzes and and vibrates, lighting up. Peter 
ignores it until it stops. He then presses a random 
button and the screen lights up: 15 MISSED CALLS. 

Karen approaches and lowers her head to his level. 

KAREN 

Well, you don't look good, Pete. 
PETER 

Hey Karen. I got, like, negative 
sleep last night. 

KAREN 
Negative sleep? 

PETER 

Yeah. Like, if you only slept ten 
minutes the whole night, except 
minus thirty, you know? Negative 
amounts of time. 

KAREN 

I see . 

PETER 

Like time literally bended on 
itself and shifted in a way that I 
got less sleep than zero. 

Karen raises her head and stands straight again. 

KAREN 

Pete, you gotta tell me what's 
going on. First you abandon me on 
the exhibit, now this, you... 

But Chad shows up, interrupting. 

CHAD 

Hey babe, whatcha two talking 'bout? 

He kisses her in the mouth and grabs her ass, which just 
so happens to be at Peter's eye level. 

PETER 

Oh, nothing, I . . . 

CHAD 

Hey, did you end up going to 
that... Old clothes thing? 
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KAREN 

Yeah, it was really fun. Until Pete 
dumped me there. 

CHAD 
(to Peter) 
Hey, thanks man. I can't stand 
these boring things she comes up 
with, every weekend. She's too 
outdoorsy. I like to stay in bed, 
isn't that right, babe? 

He kisses her again. She laughs. 

CHAD (CONT'D) 
Anyway, good to know she has 
someone to take her to those stupid 
things . 

PETER 

Sure . . . 

Chad turns around to leave, but turns back, snapping his 
finger . 

CHAD 

Oh, I almost forgot. You gotta 
check out that Firefox thing now, 
Peter. You said you'd do it Monday, 
but you didn't. 

PETER 

Yeah, I'll go there... In a minute. 
CHAD 

(rude and a little 
aggressive ) 
No, you know what? I don't mean to 
be a dick, but I really need that 
checked out, and you keep pushing 
it. 

PETER 

I'm not pushing it. I told you the 
problem already, you gotta stop 
installing shit without reading the 
licen . . . 

CHAD 

I'll bring my notebook here and 
you'll fix it, ok? 

PETER 

No, I'll... 

But Chad's already gone. The Nokia starts vibrating 
again. Peter has no reaction. 

KAREN 

You're not going to answer that? 



PETER 

No. I know who it is. 

KAREN 
Ok. Who is it? 

PETER 

It's a man that's going to ask me 
if I killed the guy he wanted me to 
kill. And then I'm going to say no, 
and he's going to get pissed. Then 
he'll probably want his five 
thousand dollars back. Then he'll 
probably try to kill me. Or hire 
someone to kill me, because that's 
a thing people do, apparently. 

Karen laughs, amused. 

KAREN 

I'd watch that movie. 

Chad is back. He pushes the Nokia aside and places his 
notebook, open, in front of Peter's face. 

CHAD 

Come on, you pushed this long 
enough. I'm media director now, and 
I need a computer that works. 

Peter slowly turns his head around, standing up 
straight. He types a few things on it. 

CHAD (CONT'D) 
So? What's the problem? 

PETER 
(in a tired voice) 
It's the toolbars. I told you. If 
you keep installing shit in your 
computer, it doesn't matter how 
many times I clean it up, it will... 

CHAD 

I don't want you to give me this 
technical terms, just fix it. 

Peter takes a deep breath, trying to control himself. 

PETER 
You know what? 

He opens up a command prompt and starts typing. Soon, 
the whole screen goes black, replaced by a progression 
bar . 

PETER (CONT'D) 
There. Now it's formatting. No more 
toolbars. When it's done, it will 
be faster than light. 
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CHAD 

What? 

Peter gets up, pats Chad on the back and leaves. 

CHAD (CONT'D) 
You're joking right? I have all my 
clients files in here! 

But Peter is already gone. 

CUT 

EXT. STREET — NIGHT 

Peter is on a dark corner, 
pole, watching a building, 
smoking a cigarette. 

PETER 

Hey! Hey! Can I bum one? 

YOUNG MAN 

Yeah, sure. 
He gives Peter the cigarette. 

PETER 

Need a light, too. 

The man lights Peter's cigarette for him. Peter takes a 
drag and coughs. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
Thank . . . You . 

The young man walks away. Peter takes another drag, kind 
of chokes again. He notices someone leaving the building 
he was watching. It's Edgar Jones. He starts following 
him. 

Peter follows Edgar through a couple of dark street. 
Every turn of the corner, a darker, emptier street. 
Finally, Edgar turns in a dark alley. Peter follows. 

INT. DARK ALLEY — CONTINUOUS 

No one is here. Edgar is gone. 

PETER 

Sir? 

Peter looks around, confused. 

PETER (CONT'D) 

Mister? 

(beat) 

Edgar? Edgar Jo... Oh shit! 



his back against a light 
A YOUNG MAN passes by, 
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Edgar jumps from the dark onto Peter, slamming him 
against a brick wall. 

EDGAR 

Who the fuck are you? 

PETER 

Wh-What? 

EDGAR 

Why are you following me? Do you 
work for Atticus? Do you? 

PETER 

No! No! I mean, maybe... Who the 
hell is Atticus? 

Edgar produces a butterfly knife from his pocket and 
presses it against Peter's neck. 

EDGAR 

I'm not fucking around! 

PETER 

No! No! Listen, someone is after 
you! Someone is trying to have you 
killed, I . . . 

But Edgar is not listening, pressing the knife so tight 
against Peter's neck blood starts dripping from it. 

EDGAR 

Who the fuck are you? Who the fuck 
are you? Who do you work for, 
motherfu -- 

Peter makes a move, pushing Edgar's knife hand away from 
him. They struggle. Edgar tries to stab Peter, Peter 
holds his hand. It's a clumsy embrace. Suddenly, Peter 
is able to take the knife from Edgar and, in a reflex, 
quickly stabs him in the neck three times. 

Edgar steps away. 

PETER 

Holy shit. 

Edgar looks at Peter. Blood starts flowing out of his 
neck. A lot. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
Oh man, you're bleeding. 

"You're bleeding" is a kind way to put it. Edgar's neck 
is all painted red. Still staring at Peter, he falls on 
his knees. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
Jesus, you're actually going to die! 
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Edgar makes some throaty, guttural sounds, like he's 
trying to breathe. 

PETER (CONT'D) 
I killed you. I killed you. You're 
dying. Right now. You're losing 
your life exactly now. 

Peter is pretty much talking to himself. Edgar falls 
face down by his feet. 

CUT 

INT. PETER'S LIVING ROOM — MORNING 

Peter is sitting perfectly still in his couch, like, 
presumably, he's been all night. If his eyes were any 
wider, they'd pop out of his head. In front of him, in 
the coffee table, the bloody butterfly knife and the 
Nokia sit atop the suitcase. 

The Nokia buzzes. Slowly, Peter picks it up. 

PETER 

Yeah? 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
Decided to answer your phone, did 
you? 

PETER 

Yeah . . . 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
Good. Just got the news. Good job. 

PETER 

Yeah . . . 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
Did he say anything? Did he ask 
about anyone? 

PETER 

Yeah... I... Atticus. 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 

Atticus? 

PETER 

Yes. 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
Ok, whatever. Job well done. Bye, 
bye . 



PETER 

Yea... Wait! Money! The money! 



What? 



MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
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PETER 

The money! Five. Five thousand 
dollars. You own me. 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
All right. Where should we meet? 
Are you free tomorrow? 

Peter manages to get up from the couch and head towards 
the window. 

PETER 

Yeah. 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 

Good. Where? 

Peter looks out the window and spots a Burger King sign. 

PETER 

Burger... Burger King. 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 

Burger King? 

PETER 

Yeah. On 26th and Santa Monica. 
Five-ish . 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 

All right. 

PETER 

Hey. . . Sir? 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 

Yes? 

PETER 

This... Man. Edgar. What... What 
did he do? 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
What do you mean? 

PETER 

I mean. . . He was a bad guy, right? 
He... was bad. Right? 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 
He was a drug dealer. What the fuck 
do you care? 



The man hangs up. 
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Peter puts the phone away and stares at the window into 
the morning. It' a beautiful day. He sighs very loudly 
and turns away. 

Slowly he walks back to his couch and lies down, getting 
comfortable . 

Just as he closes his eyes someone knocks heavily on the 
door. He opens his eyes again. Knock, knock, knock. 

He gets up and drags himself to the door. 

PETER 

Who is it? 

MAN ' S VOICE (0. S . ) 

Delivery . 

Peter looks through the peephole and opens up. 

A DELIVERY MAN, carrying a large Sony Playstation 4 box 
is standing on the other side. 

DELIVERY MAN 
This is yours. 

He gives the box to Peter, who takes it and puts it on 
the floor next to him. 

DELIVERY MAN (CONT'D) 
You gotta sign here. 

Peter takes a clipboard from the man's hand, signs the 
paper and returns it to him. 

DELIVERY MAN (CONT'D) 

Thank you. 

The man turns around and Peter closes the door. He picks 
the box up from the floor and carries it to the coffee 
table . 

TUM TUM TUM. Knocking again. 

Peter walks back to the door and opens it. 

PETER 

Hey, did I forget... 

But he never finishes the sentence, because the moment 
he turns the doorknob, Todd kicks the door as hard as he 
can, sending Peter flying to the floor. 

TODD 

Hi, there. 



FADE OUT: 



THE END 



